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	1. Chapter 1

**Lone Odst**

His squad was dead, all of them dead. One second they were there then, BAM. All gone. It must have been a plasma grenade or something, he honestly didn't know, but he was the only one left.

He ran behind a tree, plasma blasts from the grunts and elites trailing behind him. It was a miracle he wasn't hit.

His cover was getting chipped away by the second. Quickly he grabbed a grenade and threw it into the mass of Covenant. It detonated throwing fragments everywhere. He heard screams of pain soon after. He glanced behind the cover, only to see that their was more covenant than before.

Noticing his cover was about to be gone, he quickly ran to another tree, shooting at the mass of Covenant along the way. Nearly getting hit by plasma.

Out of breath, he made it to the next tree. He started to blind-fire at the enemy, screams of pain told him he must have killed some grunts. Grabbing his last grenade without looking, he threw it without looking, praying that it would find its mark. Screams of pain answered those prayers.

He didn't try to radio for help, because he knew that the covvies had a jammer up.

He knew that to survive, he needed to make to the last extraction point on the planet. Said extraction point was a kilometer away.

Noticing his cover was being stripped away, he ran. He ran to the direction of the extraction point. With adrenaline coursing through his veins, he ran faster t han he ever had before.

He must have been the luckiest man alive, but he ran for 500 meters without getting hit. Stopping to catch his breath, he noticed two banshees in the air flying towards him. He quickly dropped down, pretending that he was dead. Either by luck or incompetence by the pilots, he avoided being detected. He got up and started to quickly jog the rest of the way.

Coming upon what must have been a shipyard, he saw a pelican loading up survivors. Quickly he ran towards it, hoping they still had room for him. Getting on board he spotted an open seat and quckily sat down. A few minutes later the pelican took off head towards the nearby docked cruiser, _UNSC Forever after._

Private Isaac Lowe, successfully made it off planet.


	2. Chapter 2

_Old A/N: Another chapter. Yay! Maybe..._

_New A/N: Well... here's my rewrite. I added in a few new scenes, and cut a bit out of some._

* * *

><p>After an eventful journey through space he arrived on the UNSC Forever After, and then the ship jumped into Slipspace.<p>

Taking off his helmet, he got out of the pelican, heading towards the debriefing room. Along the way he passed more soldiers, only one of them Odsts. He was curious as to why he had only seen one other.. It wasn't possible that only two Odsts had survived.

Arriving at the debriefing room he pushed those thoughts away, opened the door, and walked through.

* * *

><p>The debriefing had made his worst fears come true. Only two Odsts had made it out alive. The fighting must have been much worse than he originally thought. How did so many elite Odsts die? They were the best of the best. No one was better than him. Accept maybe the Spartans, but they were freaks. Maybe his squad received the least amount of resistance, even though he was still the only one to survive.<p>

He had learned though, that the Forever After was being redeployed at Earth. He was thankful and hopeful for that. It meant he was going to get some shore leave, and what better place than Earth, the capital of humanity. It was also a fantastic way to take his mind off things. Maybe he'd go watch a movie, or eat out. Maybe he could even meet a girl! To be honest he was tired of the constant fighting.

* * *

><p>After a little while of walking around, and exploring the ship, he arrived at his room. Opening the door he noticed that the room was fairly modest, but then again you can't expect much from a ship.<p>

To the right there was a door leading to what he presumed was the bathroom. To the left there was another door. It was most likely a closet to hang the dress... things, ah screw it, those one things. At the far end of the room was a bed with 2 pillows, a blanket, and a sheet. To the left of the bed was a dresser with a lamp on it's surface. In the right far corner of the room was a desk. It had one of the newest, most powerful computers on it. To the right of the computer was a PDA. So he could watch some movies, and play some video games.

After examining the room, Isaac walked over to where he presumed the closet was, and opened the door. Seeing a set of fatigues he decided to grab them.

He then walked over to where he presumed the shower was, opened the door, and saw that he was walked through, closed the door, and stripped off his clothes. Throwing them on the ground. He walked over to the shower, and turned it on, remembering that he only had 5 minutes of shower time.

After around 4 minutes, he stepped out of the shower, using the towel to quickly dry himself. He then put on his set of fatigues,brushed his teeth, and walked out of the room.

Isaac then went over to the bed, laid down, and fell asleep in a matter of minutes.`

* * *

><p>After sleeping for around 7 hours, Isaac finally woke up. He quickly got up from bed, and left the room, heading towards the mess hall.<p>

After around 10 minutes he arrived. He then went over to the automatic drink and food dispensers, grabbing a some water, mashed potatoes, and ham. Looking around the mess hall, he noticed the Odst from yesterday, seeing him he went over and sat down at his table.

"Hello," Isaac muttered, noticing that the man still had his helljumper armor on.

After waiting for a reply, Isaac spoke again, "So, you have a name?"

Again he wait for a few seconds but still he got no answer, "Strong silent type are ya?"

The man merely nodded. Looking at Isaac through the visor, his expression unreadable.

Isaac then noticed the man's call sign. Rookie.

Trying again Isaac asked, "Is your name Rookie?"

The Rookie shook his head no.

"Is it a call-sign?"

The man nodded his head again, confirming what Isaac asked.

"Huh, well I suppose I should finish my food. I'll see ya around later."

He quickly finished his food, and made way to the gym.

After about a 20 minutes of walking around he finally found the entrance to the gym. Seeing that the door was ajar he walked in and took in his surroundings, noting what the gym had, and what he should train first.

The gym contained free weights, punching and speed bags, a boxing ring, treadmills, and machines to stretch and tone every muscle, and he had the place to himself.

He started off by going to the to the high-gee section of the room. He used the bench press first, knowing that he needed to be able to throw grenades further if he wanted to survive.

The bench press bar itself was hard to lift in high-gee gravity. It took a lot of exertion and energy just to be able to do it once. After around three times his muscles started to burn. He knew he could do better though. At around 6 his muscles started to tremble. He could only do a total of ten before his muscles pretty much gave out.

Getting up, he decided to go to the normal-gee section. Once there he got on the treadmill, set it close to the highest speed, put on some music, and closed his eyes. After about 15 minutes, he opened his eyes, and with ragged breathing, got off. After doing a bit more exercise he left for the combat range.

After stopping to talk with a few marines, he finally arrived at the combat range. The first weapon he grabbed was a DMR. His favorite weapon, and quite the beauty in his eyes.

The range itself was like those back in the 21st century. They had the square opening where you shot the weapon, with the counter underneath where you laid out your ammo. On both sides there were metal walls, blocking a view of anyone else in the the left side there is a dial where you could set the range of the targets. Ranging from 10m to 100m.

The shooting targets themselves were quite modern. They were hologram projectors that displayed everything from barrels to Hunters. The Hunters were actually quite massive and took up a lot of room in the range. The targets themselves changed every time you shot it. A computer would then calculate the damage that is dealt to the target by analyzing where the bullet hit, the caliber of the bullet, how fast the bullet was traveling, the amount of blood the target had, the targets resilience, and the targets shields. The way you actually turned on the projector was a switch on the right side. It simply labeled itself as On or Off.

Turning it on he noticed his first was an Elite. He clicked the safety off, raised the weapon, steadied his breathing, aimed for the heart, and fired the weapon, the powerful recoil shaking his arm. The bullet itself would've found itself in the Elite's heart if he didn't have shields. He fired again. This one hitting itself a bit below where an Elite's heart was located. He fired once more, hitting somewhere on the chest. The holographic shields went down, and he aimed for the head and fired, hitting the holographic Elite in the head.

He continued doing this for around 3 hours, completing 3 full cycles of the hologram targets, Afterwards he took a walk around the ship, and eventually went to his room where he spent a lot of time on the internet. After awhile he took shower, put on a set of fatigues, and went to bed, where he fell asleep in a matter of minutes.

* * *

><p>He was at the gym with one other marine. After a while of doing a bit of normal-gee training he decided to ask the marine a question. "Marine! Do you want to have a spar in the boxing ring?"<p>

"Uh… yea sure!"

"Alright, I'll meet ya in the boxing ring."

He walked into the right corner of the ring, the marine in the opposite corner.

"Loss by tapout, and by whoever's back hit's the ground first. Deal?"

The marine nodded.

"On 3?"

The marine nodded his head in confirmation.

"Alright."

"1."

"2."

"3."

He decided to wait for the jarhead to make the first move. The marine in question stalked towards Isaac. The marine threw a strong right hook, grunting, as he did so. Isaac ducked down, and with his leg he swept it under the marine's leg, causing the marine to stumble, but not quite fall. Taking advantage of the marines disadvantage, Isaac grabbed the jarheads right elbow, and with a grunt, flipped him over, landing on his back.

"That's game," Isaac grunted.

Isaac then left the gym after running on the treadmill for 20 minutes.

Since it was quite late at night,and he had no idea what to do, he just went back to his room after eating supper, and went to bed.

* * *

><p><em>He was running, running away from the plasma behind him. He ran faster than he ever had before. Glancing back, he saw 4 Elites. They were shooting at him with their weapons, but they missed. Thank God they missed.<em>

_One grabbed a plasma grenade and threw it at Isaac. He quickly dived behind a tree. The grenade went off, but he was unscathed._

_He glanced behind the cover. He noticed that the Elites were gone. He silently thanked God._

_Getting ready to leave his cover he turned around, but what he saw made him gulp. An Elite with an energy sword loomed above him._

_The Elite stabbed at him, but he rolled out of the way. Quickly standing up he shot at the Elite, but what he heard wasn't a bullet flying through the air. No, what he heard was a click._

_He ran. He ran till he was at the edge of cliff. Turning around he saw nothing. He again silently thanked God. Turning to his left made him think one thing. Curse you God!_

_An Elite was standing there. He stabbed at Isaac with his energy sword._

_Blackness was the last thing Isaac saw._

* * *

><p>Isaac suddenly woke up. Thanking God that is was just a dream.<p>

* * *

><p>It had been a few days since his nightmare. The ship would be coming out of slip-space in a few hours, emerging at what would probably be the edge of the system.<p>

When he arrived at the mess hall, he decided to get a few pancakes and some milk.

He looked around for the other Odst, but he couldn't find him anywhere. He must have already finished eating.

He finished his food, and decided to head back to his room and read.

* * *

><p>The ship had come out of Slipspace. Not wanting to miss seeing Earth he ran to the nearest window in the hallway, and looked out, but what he saw made him feel very very uneasy. Fear was starting to envelop him, and memories from New Jerusalem started to appear. It made him think back to his dream from the other day. There were ships everywhere, but not just human ones. There were alien ones to.<p>

The Covenant had arrived at Earth, and they'll stop at nothing to eradicate it.

_A/N: Rewrite commenced 12/9/14. So what do you all think? I personally think the fight scene was still bad, but I did like the way I made shooting range. Tell me in the review thing please and thank you._


End file.
